





Chats With the Editor 
Mystery Stories and 


Swearing Friends 


Some of my friends want me to take 
out mystery stories from the school library. 
Do you think it is right to read them?— 
Arla Jean, Age 10, North Dakota. 


No. Mystery stories are made up. Sure, 
they are interesting and some are quite 
exciting, but why fill your mind with 
made-up stories? What you read, you think 
about, and the Bible says, As a man “think- 
eth in his heart, so is he” (Proverbs 23:7). 
So why not make sure everything you put 
into your mind to think about is good and 
worth while, so you will be a good, worth- 
while person? 


I have a friend who curses and is not 
a Seventh-day Adventist. Should I play 
with him?—Richard, Age 10, Illinois. 


I don’t know you, Richard, so I’m going 
to have to ask you a question. When you 
play with this friend, which one has a 
stronger influence on the other? Is he a 
better boy because he plays -with you, or 
are you a worse boy because you play 
with him? 

Jesus spent a lot of time with the “pub- 
licans and sinners”—the worst people in 
the country. But He never let them talk 
Him into doing anything that was wrong. 
Instead, He persuaded them to stop sin- 
ning and to be baptized and join the 
church. 

When you play with this friend do you 
start using some of his swear words? Do 
you pick up bad stories from him to tell 
your friends? Or are you having a good 
influence on him? Is he more obedient at 
home because he sees how obedient you 
are? Is he kinder to his brothers and sis- 
ters because he sees how kind you are? 
Does he stop swearing because he admires 
the good language you use? 
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If you are having a good influence on 
him, keep on playing with him. But if he 
is having a bad influence on you, you’d 
better stop right away. 


I have trouble in trying to keep away 
from the comic strip in the paper. Do you 
have any suggestions on quitting?—Jim, 
Ohio. 


The best suggestion for quitting is to 
quit. There is no better method. God gave 
you a will, and He expects you to use it 
So use it. Next time you are tempted x) 
read the comics, don’t read them. 

Pray about it. God will help. 

Paul said, “Overcome evil with good” 
(Romans 12:21). Reading the comics is, 
for most people, a habit, a bad habit. It 
may be a habit with you. Then try to 
develop a good habit to take its place. 
Find a good book, and at the time every 
day when you would ordinarily read the 
comics, read another chapter in the book. 
Or tear out the comics as soon as the news- 
paper comes, and throw them away im- 
mediately. This will cut down the time 
during which you can be tempted to read © 
them. 

But no amount of prayer or good habits 
will help you if you pine and sigh for the 
comics you wish you were reading. If you’re 
going to quit—and you should—then make 
up your mind to quit—and QUIT! 


I have bought a new set of children’s 
encyclopedias. Is it right to look at them 
on Sabbath?—Lyle, Age 10, Illinois. 


I wonder if you are like me, Lyle? When 
I start looking through an encyclopedia to 
find something I want to know, I find my- 
self reading all sorts of things besides the 
one I’m looking for. I know that if I 
started looking through an encyclopedia 
on Sabbath, it wouldn’t be long before I 
would be reading all sorts of things that 
shouldn’t be read on Sabbath. So I don’t 
read encyclopedias on Sabbath, and if 


you’re like me I think it would be bere 4 


if you didn’t either. 

If you have a question, write to The 
Editor, JUNIOR GUIDE, Washington 12, 
D.C., and I’ll try to find the right answer 
for you. 

Your friend, 


ithevenis Wraisel 








THIRTEEN CHICKENS 
That Came Back 


By DOROTHY CHRISTMAN 


a MACHADO opened the hen- 
house door. The thirteen chickens that 
had been there in the morning did not 
come out. They weren't there any more. 

“They're gone,” he announced to the fam- 
ily gathered around. “Someone must have 
taken our hens this afternoon while we 
were at MV meeting.” 

“Could they have gotten out by them- 
selves?” José questioned. 

“No. I don’t think so,” daddy said. “The 
door was fastened when I got here.” 

The whole family looked in the front 
yard, and they looked in the back, and they 


Daddy opened the henhouse door and looked inside. 
The house was empty! All the chickens were gone! 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 
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looked all around, but there were no chick- 
ens. Big brother José, little brother Jodo, 
father, and mother had just returned from 
the young people’s meeting on Sabbath 
afternoon in the little town of Lajes in 
south Brazil. 

Daddy opened the kitchen door, and the 
family filed in. A strange sadness settled 
over them. Perhaps tomorrow their thirteen 
chickens would be served to someone for 
Sunday dinner. 

Then daddy 


remembered something. 


“Maria,” he said, “that time when the chick- 
ens were sick, we promised to give God a 
thank offering if they recovered, remem- 
ber?” 

“Yes, Hubert,” mother gasped. “And we 
forgot!” 


To page 15 








MA SHWE 
and the Rice Thieves 


By KELSEY VAN KIPP 


M4 SHWE was a Burmese girl. She was 
twelve years old and lived with her 
widowed mother in a small house built on 
stilts. The water buffalo and the chickens 
slept underneath at night. 

Ma Shwe’s long, black hair was braided 
and built up into a heap like a pagoda on the 
top of her head. 

Her house—like many of the others— 
had big cracks in the floor where the dirt 
would fall through when the floor was 
swept. 

Nearly every family in the village had a 
paddy field where they grew rice. Ma Shwe 
and her mother worked hard and long to 
harvest their rice crop. They had just fin- 
ished storing the last of it carefully in a 
small room beside the living room, where 
the floor was well built and solid, so the rice 
could not fall through. 

“I am very tired,” mother sighed. “It is 
nearly sundown. We will rest awhile, then 
take an offering of rice to the knats (spir- 
its) so that they will protect our food sup- 
ply from harm.” She lay down on a mat on 
the floor and was soon fast asleep. 

But Ma Shwe was not sleepy. She wan- 
dered into the inner room and looked at the 
shining heaps of rice. What a splendid har- 
vest it was after all their hard work! She 
was proud to have helped mother. Now 
they would have food until the next harvest. 
In the outer room, by the porch, mother 


was sleeping heavily; the girl could tell by 
her deep breathing. The night grew dark, 
and there was a patter of soft rain on the 
roof. The monsoons would soon begin, 
bringing many weeks of rain. The harvest 
had been brought in just in time. 

It was then over the patter of the rain that 
Ma Shwe heard people talking outside the 
house. She went to sit beside her mother 
and gently shook her shoulder. Mother wak- 
ened at once, and they sat and listened to the 
voices with their arms around each other, 
frightened. 

Had someone been watching them har- 
vest their grain? That rice in the storage 
room was all they had to live on for a whole 
year. Ma Shwe got up and locked all the 
doors, then sat beside mother again, listen- 
ing to the rain, which was now coming 
down hard on the bamboo roof; but there 
were no more voices. Afraid to leave the 
house, mother and Ma Shwe waited. They 
tried to sleep, but were too worried and 
fearful to relax. 

Ma Shwe felt sure someone had been 
watching them bringing in the harvest. That 
rice was to them just what a pile of money 
would be to us. 

Presently Ma Shwe could tell that her 
mother was asleep again, for she was 
gently snoring. And at last, Ma Shwe fell 
asleep too, but it seemed only a few mo- 
ments later that she awakened. 
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Someone was under the house. She could 
hear him. It was very dark down there, and 
whoever it was had disturbed a hen, which 
had squawked. 

Ma Shwe was a brave girl, but what 
should she do now? She tried to waken her 
mother, but the mother slept on. The girl 
did not want to make a noise. She arose and 
went to the inner room where the rice 
was stored. She listened carefully, but could 
hear nothing except the heavy beating of 


he rain. 
@:: lay down and slept. And this time 
en she wakened it was daylight. She 


wakened her mother and told her about 
the chicken squawking. 

The two of them went quickly and looked 
in the inner room. It was nearly empty! All 
the shining heaps of rice were gone! Only a 
few level spots remained. Thieves had 
bored holes in the floor under the rice, and 
the rice had run down and out like water. 
Their food for the winter was stolen! 

“This has happened,” Ma Shwe’s mother 
wailed, “because we did not take a rice of- 
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fering to the knats. But after I heard the 
voices outside, I was afraid to go away and 
leave the house with the rice unprotected. 
I was so tired after all our work yesterday. 
We must take an offering at once out of 
the little we have left, to show we have 
not forgotten.” 

She hurried to gather up a little pouch of 
rice. With Ma Shwe, she started down one 
of the crooked roads, made crooked on pur- 
pose so that the bad spirits who follow 
might lose their way. 

On the way they passed the market place 
where a large circle of men and women 
were passing around a huge cigar for each 
one to have a few puffs; but Ma Shwe’s 
mother would not accept their invitation to 
join the circle until she had laid her little 
parcel of rice inside the tiny hut of the 
nearest knat. 

Poor little hungry Ma Shwe, taught to 
fear the displeasure of the spirit gods, but 
never told about love, or of the true God 
who loves His children, and cares if even 
a sparrow falls. 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 


In the black of night, Ma Shwe thought she heard someone moving under the house. But the 
roar of the rain beating on the palm-leaf roof was so loud that she couldn’t quite be sure. 
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CHAPTER 5 


Ayesha, Beloved of God 


By NORMA R. 


ese Ayesha saw the white teacher and 
his family at the market place in Mid- 
dle Gardens. Sometimes she deliberately 
followed them around, listening to what 
they said and watching to see what they 
bought from the different stalls. Since 
many other people did this too, she was sure 
they never noticed her. 

“I would like to go and live at that 
teacher’s house,” she said to herself one 
rainy day as she saw the teacher’s car drive 
away from the market green. Yet in her 
heart she knew that if they had spoken to 
her, she would have covered her face, shy and 
embarrassed, and scuttled away in the 
crowd. 

This might have gone on for a long time, 
but something happened at the end of the 
school term that brought things to a crisis. 

One evening after grandfather and the 
two uncles were settled on their mats in the 
big living room, grandfather called Ayesha 
to him. “Sit down here. I want to talk to 
you.” 

Ayesha felt that all her thoughts about the 
Christian God were lying in plain sight all 
over her face. Surely it must be about this 
that grandfather wanted to talk. 

“The first year of your schoolwork is al- 
most over at the big Dutch school,” grand- 
father said. “I understand that you are learn- 
ing very well. The headmaster tells me you 
will be promoted to the seventh standard the 
coming term.” 

“I like school,” Ayesha said, locking down 
at the mat. 

“I am well pleased with what you have 
done, my child. I would like to do some- 
thing to make you happy. Tell me, is there 
something you would especially like to have 
or do?” 
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Ayesha looked straight into her grand- 
father’s eyes and did not hesitate. “Yes, I 
would like to spend three days with my 
friend, Layna, daughter of Sutan Mas.” 

“We know this Sutan Mas, don’t we?” 
grandfather asked of Uncle Hassim. 

“Yes, of course we know him. He is head 
road inspector for the government.” Uncle 
Hassim frowned. “He is a Christian.” 

“He is a good man, isn’t he?” grand- 
father asked. 

“He is a good road inspector.” 

“You may go, Ayesha; but take your book 
of Koran along and be sure to read it every 
day.” 

“Do you think it’s good to let her assocei- 
ate with those Christians?” Uncle Ali 
asked, and his face was dark with dis- 
pleasure. “I think that Christian girl of theirs 
has already put some foolish ideas into Aye- 
sha’s mind.” 

Grandfather smiled at Ayesha. “You may 
go, child. You may go tomorrow.” 

So it came about that Ayesha was at 
Layna’s house when the white teacher came 
with his family on the following day. 

Layna’s mother met them at the door. 
“Oh, I'm so sorry,” she said. “Sutan Mas left 
the house just an hour ago. He will be gone 
for three days. It’s a shame you didn’t get 
here sooner.” 


Ayesha saw the white teacher's face ‘a 


sad. “Oh, I’m disappointed about that. It 
important that we see him today. But God 
knows all about it.” 

Then Layna’s mother brought the family 
in and began preparing a fine meal for 
them. 

“You must stay and eat with us,” she told 
them. “And then you can go home. It is a 
long way.” 
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RK. E. HUGHES, ARTIST 


“Please take me to your home,” Ayesha pleaded. But the teacher shook his head. “We cannot 
take you, but if you will run away from home and come to us, we will not send you back again.” 


Layna and Ayesha both helped with the 
cooking, working quietly in the kitchen. 
When it was time for the white family to 
eat, the children hurried into the back bed- 
room and peeked out through the curtain 
that hung between. 

They had scarcely started eating when 
Sutan Mas opened the door and hurried into 
the room, greeting the white teacher with 
outstretched hands. 

“I hurried right back as soon as I knew 

u were here,” he said. 

“But how did you know? We just got here 
an hour ago.” The teacher looked puzzled. 

“Well, it was like this.” Sutan Mas spoke 
with a broad smile on his face. “I was going 
along the road when God spoke to me, and 
He said, ‘Sutan Mas, the teacher is at your 
home. He wants to talk to you about some 
important things. Go home right away.’” 

Ayesha felt her heart beat high in her 


throat and a tingling sensation spread all 
over her body. She heard nothing more. She 
turned to her friend. “Layna, does God 
actually talk to your father like that? I mean 
— can he really hear God's voice?” 

Layna didn’t seem at all surprised. “Of 
course God talks to him. I told you a long 
time ago that he is well acquainted with 
God.” 

Ayesha was shaken to the very roots of 
her life. This thing was more than she could 
understand or accept. Yet she had seen 
with her own eyes and heard with her own 
ears how God had stopped a road inspector 
riding toward Padang in a government car 
and told him to go home to his own house 
to see the teacher. 

No messenger, no telegram, nothing 
could have brought him back but this 
strange mysterious thing—the living God 
he worshiped. 
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“Ue MAN WHO Bu EALLY 
SUCCESSFUL STEAM LOCOMOTIVE (1829) 
WAS AN ENGLISHMAN NAMED 
GEORGE STEPHENSON, 
WHO WAS BORN JUNE 9, 1781. HIS 
“ROCKET” WEIGHED ONLY EIGHT TONS 
AND REACHED THE UNHEARD -OF SPEED 

OF THIRTY MILES AN HOUR ! 








AN ACCIDENT INVOLVING ROPE STARTED 

Joun Rofeune THINKING THAT THERE OUGHT 

TO BE A STRONGER AND MORE DURABLE MATERIAL 
THAN HEMP FOR ROPE. EXPERIMENTING WITH 
IRON WIRE, HE INVENTED A HAND-OPERATED 
TWISTING MACHINE, AND THUS THE WIRE=ROPE 





INDUSTRY CAME ABOUT. 


THEN BEGAN DESIGNING AND BUILDING 
SUSPENSION BRIDGES, USING HIS 
NEWLY DEVELOPED WIRE ROPE. 
HE HAD A PART IN THE 
CONSTRUCTION OF MANY 
BRIDGES, MOST FAMOUS 


BRIDGE, IN NEW YORK CITY 
COMPLETED IN 1883 


FRLISCHIES 








“This is not unusual,” Layna was saying. 
“One time my father was clear over in 
Padang Lawas, and a court trial came up. 
Only father could save the persons being 
tried, and they didn’t even know where he 
was. They couldn’t send a message. The 
morning of the trial came, and still they 
had not found him. All they could do was to 
pray to God to speak to him and send him.” 

“And did God bring him back?” 

“Yes, of course. God spoke to him and 
told him to be in that certain village by 
twelve o'clock that day, and he was there. He 
gave his testimony, and the people were 
saved.” 

Ayesha sat down on a mat to think. By 
the time she had finished her meditations 
the teacher’s family had gone, and Sutan 
Mas had returned to his interrupted job on 
the Padang road. 

The next day Ayesha went home. She 
was quiet and went about her daily tasks as 
in a dream. It was another month before 
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school would take up again, and there were 
many things she needed to do; but nothing 
seemed so important as getting acquainted 
with the God who died and lives again and 
is able to speak to His people and direct 
them in their daily lives. 

“What shall I do?” she asked herself for 
the hundredth time. “If I ask my grand- 
father, he will not let me go to the teacher’s 
house. If my uncles know that I am plan- 
ning to go they will do anything to prevent 
og 

Ayesha went to her room and sat dow, 
by her chest. She took out all her cloth 
Among them were beautiful and costly sa- 
rongs and hand-printed skirts. There were 
silk jackets and lovely scarves. She looked 
them all over and sorted them into neat 
piles. 

One by one she put the clothes back into 
the chest. She took three of her cotton 
school dresses and rolled them up into a 

To page 18 
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LAJOS WANTED TO BE FREE 


ena children in the doorway clutched 
the can of explosives and waited. A 
tank was coming up the street. When it 
reached their doorway, the children threw 
the can into the tank’s steel tracks. It ex- 
ploded, ruining the tracks and wrecking 
the tank. 

This happened about three years ago 
when all over the country of Hungary men 
and women and boys and girls rose up to 
fight for independence from the nation 
that was ruling over them. 

This was not the first time the people 
of Hungary fought for freedom. More than 
a hundred and fifty years ago Lajos Kossuth 
began the fight. All his life he worked for 
it. He had to suffer a great deal, and died 
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“UNITED STATES POSTAGE ‘ 


By MERLE ZANE BAGLEY 


far from home. But he cannot be forgotten. 
What he did was so important that he is 
honored now in many countries besides his 
own. His picture is on one of the “Cham- 
pions of Liberty” series of United States 
postage stamps. 

Lajos Kossuth was born into a poor fam- 
ily and he had to work hard to get an edu- 
cation. He became a lawyer and went into 
politics with the great desire to free his 
people. 

He wrote articles and stories about free- 
dom, but magazines and papers would not 
accept much of what he wrote. The edi- 
tors of the papers were afraid the police 
would put them in jail if they printed such 
things. 

Kossuth started a paper of his own and 
called it the Pest Journal. In it he could 
publish anything he wanted. Many of his 
readers were convinced that he was right, 
but others thought that when he talked 
about changing the government he was com- 
mitting treason. 

For a while, Kossuth was leader in the 
national defense. He even served as gov- 
ernor, but eventually had to flee, for enemies 
sought his life. He went to Turkey. 

In 1851 he went to England, later trav- 
eled to the United States. The Americans 
welcomed him and listened to him tell 
about his desire for independence. 

Lajos Kossuth died in Italy in 1894. But 
his loyal supporters took his body home to 
Pest, Hungary, and at the burial every honor 
was given to him for sacrificing so much 
for the freedom of his country. 
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The turtle struggled, digging in his hind feet, pawing the air with the front ones, inching forward. 


How Chuck Got a Steady) S 


Co shook his head. “I sure envy you, 
Bob.” 


Bob looked up, startled. 

Chuck continued: “You've got a good 
job, earning lots of money. Me—I can’t find 
a job. Anywhere!” 

Bob stopped sweeping the sidewalk and 
asked, “Aren’t you working for Mr. Ed- 
wards? I thought you told me he was going 
to give you a job as soon as school was out.” 
He pushed the broom across the cement 
again. The bright morning sun was shining 
down, and the prickly heat promised 
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By TOM TUCKER 





another hot day. Sweeping the sidewalk in 
front of the Norcliff Stationers store was the 
part of his job Bob liked the least. 

“Yeah, sure,’ Chuck answered. “I’ve been 
working for Edwards. But business being 7 & 
pokey and all—you know, everybody’s away : 
on vacation this time of the year—well, 
he had to let me go.” 

“That's rough,” Bob sympathized. 

Chuck squinted against the sun’s brilliant 
rays. “Guess around this town it isn’t what 
you know but who you know that counts. 
All the kids at school seem to know people 
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who can get them jobs. Me—I can work 
plenty good, but I don’t know anybody who 
has jobs.” 

Bob said nothing. 

“Guess some fellows are just lucky,” 
Chuck concluded. 

“I. don’t think so, Chuck,” Bob said, 
sweeping the last of the dirt away. He 
picked up the broom and started toward the 
entrance of the stationery store. “I think 
in a small town its mostly the reputation 
you build up as a worker. You should re- 


parts that are unpleasant. A fellow has to 
take the bad parts with the good.” 

Chuck was frowning. “What do you 
mean?” he asked. 

“We'll talk about it later,’ Bob said, and 
entered the store. 

It was some time later when Bob next 
saw Chuck. The two met at the swimming 
plunge on Sunday afternoon. Bob climbed 
out of the water and sat at the edge of the 
pool. He dangled his legs in the coolness of 
the blue water, then glanced toward Chuck. 
“Any luck?” 

“Finding a job you mean? Nope. I’ve 
asked everywhere. But they're all taken.” 
Chuck shrugged. “I’m giving up. I told my 
folks I couldn’t get a job and that was that.” 

Bob looked at the glittering surface of 


Qous one thing: All jobs have some 


Summer Job 


the pool’s water. He started to speak, then 
stopped. 

“Go on,” Chuck said. “What were you 
going to say?” 

“I think I know where you can get a job, 
Chuck, if you’re really willing to work.” 

“Where's that?” Chuck sounded eager. 

“Mrs. Gregory needs some extra help.” 

“At the stationery store?” 

“That's right. Stop by first thing tomor- 
row morning and see her. I told her I 
thought I knew someone who wanted a job. 
But you'll have to work, Chuck.” 


“Sure. Say, this is keen! I'll be there at 
nine-thirty!” 

“Better make it nine o'clock, Chuck. Store 
opens at nine.” 

“O.K.” And the two boys dived into the 
water. 

Later, on their way home from the 
plunge, the boys passed the home of a 
friend who attended grade school. “Hey, 
look! Old Pete’s got himself a turtle,” Chuck 
said, pointing to a desert tortoise that was 
making its slow way across the yard. 

Bob paused and watched the “turtle.” Its 
hard rough legs moved forward, its nailed 
toes digging into the ground, pushing, pull- 
ing, slowly but steadily advancing over the 
rough ground. On the level spots it held it- 
self off the ground as it walked. But at the 
rough places the shell dragged on the 
bumps. 

The turtle had gone a short distance 
when it came to a raised ridge. For long mo- 
ments it strained, pushing with its powerful 
rear legs, pulling with its wagging front 
ones. Slowly its shell moved, fraction of 
an inch by fraction of an inch. “He'll never 
make it,’ Chuck said, shaking his head. 

The boys watched, fascinated. “I think he 
will,” Bob said. 

The turtle continued to work. For a long 
moment it seemed to have reached a spot 
where it could go no farther. Surely it would 
have to look for another place to cross the 
ridge. But stubbornly it continued to push, 
to pull, to shove. And suddenly, when the 
shell jerked, it succeeded. And once over 
the ridge, it seemed to run across the level 
ground on the other side. 

“Well, he made it,” Chuck said, frankly 
surprised. 

Bob turned away, and the boys started on 
down the street. “He was very persistent,” 
Bob said. “I suppose that’s what it takes to 
be successful.” 

Chuck glanced at Bob, but said nothing. 

Early Monday morning, Chuck reported 
to Mrs. Gregory at the Norcliff Stationers. 
Mrs. Gregory was nodding her head, Bob 
noticed, as she and Chuck talked. Bob fin- 
ished the sweeping and was entering the 
store when Mrs. Gregory turned to him. 
“Well, I think we've got ourselves a new 
helper,” she said, smiling. 

Chuck was grinning. “I'll sure do my 
best, Mrs. Gregory.” 

“I know you will,” Mrs. Gregory said to 

To page 16 
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Don and David were pinned down 


by rifle fire for three hours! 


GUN BATTLE 
On Their Campout! 


By GLADYS KING TAYLOR 


EY, Don! Now’s the chance for that over- 

night campout,” David called as classes 
let out on Wednesday afternoon. “There’s 
vacation till Monday. Let’s go tonight, before 
the weather changes.” 

“Come on over and ask my mother, and 
then I'll go home with you and ask yours,” 
Don answered. 

The boys could take care of themselves. 
Don was sixteen. David, a year younger, 
was already as tall as his father. But both 
mothers hesitated. 

The boys live in Cuba, and there has been 
a revolution there for many months. One of 
the worst battles was fought right around 
the city where Don and David live. Each 
of the boys has a collection of machine-gun 
shells he has picked up in his own back 
yard. 

Everybody in town had been attracted to 
the long-haired, bearded rebel soldiers led 
by Fidel Castro. They were friendly, tireless 
young men. Even now, though the fighting 
was over, groups of soldiers were still pa- 
trolling the island. And some of the soldiers 
on the side led by Batista were still at large. 
Camping under such conditions would be 
risky business. 

But the boys were so eager to spend the 
night on a hill only five miles from home 
that the mothers finally gave in and told 
them they could go. 

They wasted no time getting out their 
sleeping bags and packing food for supper 
and breakfast. Their mothers just might get 
to worrying and change their minds! 
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Hiking five miles with a pack on their 
backs was pure fun, for constantly ahead of 
them was the challenging climb up Pelo 
Malo with the wonderful view from the 
top. 

Talk drifted to the excitement of the past 
few days when American-made bombers 
machine-gunned the city and even fired on 
the Seventh-day Adventist college buildings 
a few miles out of town. 

“I hope we get to see Fidel Castro some 
time,” Don remarked as they walked along. 
“And you know, we might at that. Dr. 
Brown says there’s to be a big celebration in 
Santa Clara a few weeks from now, and 
Fidel Castro will be coming through.” 

“Really?” David stopped and almost 
shouted. “Then I’m going to see him, too. 
Boy, oh boy!” 

“Don’t get so excited yet,” Don answered 
calmly. “Look, you scared that farmer over 
there. He's staring at us.” 

“He'll just think we're a couple of pa- 
trols,” David laughed, “and wouldn’t that be 
fun—to be taken for a couple of Castro's 
rebels!” 

“Where are our beards, and where’s our 












































































PHOTOS, COURTESY OF THE AUTHOR 





The top picture shows the entrance to the cave 
where the owl hooted. Here the boys hid from the 
bullets. The middle picture is Pelo Malo, the moun- 
tain the boys climbed. The circle indicates where 
they tried to sleep. In the bottom picture, David 
stands on the wedge-shaped rock that forms the 
fifteen-foot tunnel through which the boys crawled. 
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long hair?” Don asked. “He can see we 
aren't guerillas. But we could be taken for 
Batista soldiers. And that could be bad.” 

“Batista. men—walking across an open 
field in broad daylight? Wouldn’t that be 
stupid!” 

The boys were approaching steeper 
ground at the rocky base of Pelo Malo, and 
with the effort of climbing, talk subsided 
and ceased almost entirely when the boys 
reached the steeper parts. 

The ledge toward which the boys climbed 
forms part of a great cliff. Near the face of 
the cliff stands a huge upright rock. A 
smaller rock has fallen between the cliff and 
this big upright rock. There is a tunnel un- 
der the small rock, about fifteen feet long. 
Don and David knew that if they crawled 
through the tunnel they would reach the 
ledge, and that’s where they planned to 
spend the night. 

“We made it,’ David laughed, as he 
stood up after crawling through the tunnel. 
“You know,” he said, “there must be a lot 
of people who would think we're crazy to 
walk so far and climb so hard just to be tired 
enough to sleep on a rocky bed like this. 
But they don’t realize that a sunset from 
down there,” he sneered as he said it, 
“isn’t half as magnificent as a sunset up 
here. Man! What a feeling you get, standing 
like this on the top of the world!” 

“I think I'd have a more heroic feeling 
with a sandwich in my stomach,” Don said, 
throwing off his pack. “The way I feel, I’m 
afraid I'll eat my breakfast with my supper.” 

“Let’s find a flat place first and spread out 
our sleeping bags,” David urged. “Then as 
soon as we've eaten we can lie in our bags 
and watch the stars come out.” 

Shoes and shirts were off, beds laid out 
and ready to crawl into, supper half eaten, 
when suddenly a whoo-00-00, whoo-00-00, 
whoo-o0-00 sounded from within the cave. 

David grabbed his flashlight and Don 
reached for his. Stealthily the boys ap- 
proached the cave opening and shone their 
lights inside. Nothing there. 

“Well, there must be an owl around 
somewhere,” Don said. 

He settled himself to finish his sandwich. 
David fastened his flashlight to his belt. 
Then, without warning, there was a bang- 
bang-bang below the ledge, and the whiz of 
bullets past their ears made both boys drop 
flat on their stomachs behind a rock. 

Pieces of rock shattered above them. For 
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a few minutes they were so scared they 
could hardly move. For what seemed an 
hour the shooting continued. The boys 
prayed. They prayed alone, they prayed to- 
gether. They asked God to protect them 
from whatever danger this was. Praying was 
the only thing they could do, as they 
crouched close together behind the rock. 

The sun had set about the time the owl 
hooted. Now the night was getting dark, 
and the bullets were still bouncing off the 
rocks. 

“It’s quite dark now,” David whispered. 
“Keep on your stomach and let's inch our- 
selves into the cave. We'll be more sheltered 
there.” 

Slowly, low on their stomachs, the boys 
pulled themselves along to the cave and 
crawled in. There they sat and tried to figure 
out what had happened. 

“It must be Castro’s rebels shooting. 
Somebody thinks we're Batista men,” they 
agreed. 

“If they'll just stop shooting long enough 
to hear me yell,” David said, “I'll tell them 
who we are. That ought to stop them.” 

“Dear God,” they prayed again, “keep the 
shots from hitting us while we yell, and 
please make the soldiers understand.” 

David kept his head low as he stuck it 
outside the cave and shouted. The shooting 
stopped. “We are not soldiers,” he called in 
Spanish. “We are boys from the Adventist 
college, just camping out for the night.” 

What he said was not very persuasive, for 
camping out in the open country during a 
revolution is risky business. And people in 
Cuba don’t often go on overnight trips just 
for the fun of it. The boys would have to 
give a better answer for themselves than 
this. 

“Come down, but one at a time,” the 
commander shouted back. 

“All right,” David replied. “We will.” He 
was afraid to turn on his flashlight, so he felt 
in the dark for his discarded shirt and shoes. 
He couldn’t locate them, and he must not 
delay. So he fumbled for handholds and 
footholds to descend the cliff, stumbling 
and rolling as he bounced down. 

As he approached the men with the guns, 
the leader called, “Put up your hands, and 
come slowly.” 

David was shaking, but in his heart he 
was no longer afraid. He was sure this was 
God’s way of answering his prayer. 

The soldiers were not rough, but they 
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searched him thoroughly, asked his name, 
where he was from, how old he was, and 
many other questions. 

Finally, when David felt they believed 
him, he said, “There is one other boy up 
there. Neither of us has a weapon. We just 
like the open air, and we both like to study 
the stars at night. We thought it would be 
fun to lie on our backs high up there and 
watch the stars come out. May I call the 
other boy down?” 

The captain nodded. 

Since David has lived most of his fifteen 


years in Spanish-speaking countries, he was@y 


speaking to these men in their own lan- 
guage. But when he called to Don to come 
down, he shouted in English. He heard 
the soldiers remark under their breath, “Es 
nino Americano [“He is an American 
boy.” }.” 

The rebel men were now convinced that 
David and Don really were students, but 
there were still a few things they wanted ex- 
plained. While Don was coming down, 
David listened to them talking to each 
other. He learned that a farmer had sent 
word to the rebel officials in the city that 
two Batista soldiers had been seen walking 
toward Pelo Malo. Rebel soldiers were or- 
dered to go and fire at the cliffs to stop these 
two Batista men. Some other rebel soldiers 
were stationed on the far side of the hill and 
they too fired at the cliffs. These shots made 
the rebel guards on this side of the hill 
think that “the Batista soldiers” up on Pelo 
Malo were firing back. Now quite sure that 
the two men on the cliff were Batista’s 
men hiding in the caves of Pelo Malo, the 
first rebel soldiers had sent to the city for re- 
inforcements to come and help take the hill 
by storm. 

David looked at his watch now, for the 
first time since sunset. No wonder the 
shooting had seemed endless! Over three 
hours had passed from the whoo-oo-00 of 
the owl to this chance to explain who he was. 
He and Don, mistaken for two Batista 
soldiers, had been shot at for close to three 


hours and a half! e 
The captain seemed satisfied with Don’s 


answers, so David asked him, “Sir, would 
you allow us to go back up now and get our 
sleeping bags and other things?” 

“Not by yourselves,” the captain said. 
“Two of my men will go with you.” None 
wanted to climb that steep cliff, so none of 
the soldiers volunteered. Finally the cap- 
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tain picked out two men and sent them up 
with the boys. 

One man had a machine gun and could 
not make it. He stumbled and rolled back. 
The other man had a rifle. He took it off 
and was able to reach the ledge in the light 
of the boys’ flashlights. He waited with 
them till they packed their things, chatting 
and friendly. “You two fellows would sure 
make good mountain guerillas for Fidel 
Castro,” he said. The boys told him that 
they would like to shake hands with the 
famous leader someday. 

Shoes and shirts on, back with the rebel 
squad, the boys were taken to headquarters. 
There the captain tried to get in touch 
with the Adventist school by phone. But it 
was late, and no one answered. 

So the friendly captain took David and 
Don in his own private patrol car the six- 
mile ride out to the school. It was nearly 
midnight when they arrived. 

Don and David consider this the most 
exciting camping trip they ever had. They 
won't mind at all if the next one is a little 
more dull! 


Thirteen Chickens That Came 
Back 


From page 3 


“It seems to me that our unfaithfulness is 
being rewarded,” daddy said. “Let’s have 
sundown worship, and we'll pray about the 
chickens. God knows where they are and 
how much we need them for their eggs. Let 
us ask Him to help us get them back. Even 
if they are not returned, I’m still going to 
pay that thank offering.” 

The family knelt. Everybody prayed. 
They asked forgiveness for the forgotten 
promise and then prayed God to help bring 
the missing chickens back. 

After worship, daddy and a friend from 
the church, Senhor Pedro, went out search- 
ing. First they went to the hotels in town 
and talked to the cooks. 

“Did you buy any chickens today for 
Sunday dinner?” father asked them. He was 
sure that some chicken dealer had taken his 
hens and tried to sell them to the hotels. It 
would be an easy way to get money for 
them. 

“No,” all the cooks replied. “A man came 
around with some this afternoon, but we 
didn’t buy any!” 


“Oh,” thought daddy, “no one wants to 
say he has them.” There is a law in Brazil 
that a person who buys a stolen article be- 
comes a partner in the crime! Thus, any 
hotel cook who might have purchased the 
thirteen chickens would either have to re- 
turn them or pay Pastor Machado for them. 
So, of course, they wouldn’t admit they had 
bought them. 








SUMMER 


First Poetry Award 
By ANITA R. RODGERS, age 12 
Sidney, British Columbia, Canada 


Summer now has come again; 

We see it bloom on field and plain. 

The birds fly high, the bees fly low— 
They're on their business, don't you know? 


Soon the summer will be gone, 

And leaves will fall upon the lawn, 
And we who were so very glad 

Will watch them fall and then be sad. 





Not finding the missing hens in any of 
the hotel kitchens, daddy and Senhor Pedro 
went to the home of a young chicken 
dealer. 

“No, Manoel isn’t here now,” his wife 
told them. “But if you like, you may look 
among the coops to see if your chickens are 
there.” 

So daddy and Senhor Pedro looked at all 
of Manoel’s chickens. They walked among 
the coops and looked into every one of 
them. At last daddy said, “They are not 
here. None of these are our chickens.” 

There was nowhere else to look. Pastor 
Machado and Senhor Pedro gave up and 
went home. 

The little boys were already in bed when 
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daddy arrived. He and mamma prayed once 
more that God would answer their prayers, 
and then they went to bed too. 

And do you know what Mrs. Machado 
saw when she opened the kitchen door on 
Sunday morning? “Come here, children, 
and look!” she shouted. 

Huddled in a corner of the yard near the 
door were the thirteen lost chickens! Every 
one was safe and sound, present and ac- 
counted for. But all their twenty-six wings 
had been clipped. 

You may be sure there were prayers of 
thanksgiving that ascended from the family 
altar that morning. And next Sabbath 
mother and father paid that thank offering 
they had promised. 





How Chuck Got a Steady 
Summer Job 


From page 11 


him; then to Bob, “You want to get him 
started on opening those boxes in the rear 
room?” 

Bob nodded and led Chuck toward the 
back of the store. 

The day passed swiftly. But as the sun 
rose high in the heavens, pouring down its 
liquid heat with suffocating steadiness, the 
boys looked forward to the end of the day. 
“Man, is it ever hot!” Chuck said, sitting on 
an unopened carton and mopping his fore- 
head. 

Bob nodded. “But we've got to get these 
unpacked and put away before quitting,” 
he said. “Tomorrow Mrs. Gregory wants to 
rearrange the front part of the store.” 

“What does she think we are, anyway? 
Doesn’t she know it’s hotter’n fire today? 
She stays up in the front part of the store, 
where it’s ait-conditioned. She doesn’t have 
to come back here——” 

“Come on,” Bob interrupted. “Get busy.” 

Chuck hesitated, then—lips pressed 
tightly together—he helped Bob uncrate 
the supplies that had been delivered in the 
morning. When they were uncrated and 
checked against the packing slips, the items 
were carried toward the front of the store 
and placed on the appropriate shelves or 
else stored at the rear. 

By four-thirty the job was done. “Let's 
take it easy for a while,” Chuck suggested. 
“Old Mrs. Gregory’§ busy up front. She 
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won't know the difference. Besides, we've 
finished the job.” 

“We have thirty minutes until quitting 
time,” Bob said. “No sense wasting it. We 
are paid to work. Come on, let’s sweep 
up this room and carry out the trash and all 
this wrapping paper.” 

Chuck reluctantly cooperated. 

Tuesday was much the same as Monday, 
and Wednesday followed without change. 
But by Thursday Chuck was getting tired of 
following Bob’s directions. When Bob 
urged Chuck to help him finish one of the 
jobs Mrs. Gregory had asked them to do 
while she was out to lunch, Chuck got angry. 

“Look, you’re not the boss. I'll do the job 
as I see fit.” 

Bob looked up, surprised. For a moment 
he didn’t say anything. Then he nodded his 
head. “O.K. Fair enough.” 

Chuck sat down in one of the desk chairs 
that were on display and leaned back, 
watching Bob work. Before it was time for 
Mrs. Gregory to return, Chuck got busy too, 
and at the end of the day Mrs. Gregory 
commended them both on their fine work. 

On the way home that afternoon, Bob 
said, “I’m warning you, Chuck. You may get 
away with it a few times, but one day you'll 
be caught and then you'll lose your job.” 

Chuck sneered. “Not me.” 

Bob said nothing more. 

Friday was a busy day. There was much to 
do, and in the hot muggy afternoon no one 
felt like working. “I’ve had it,” Chuck said, 
mopping his face with an already damp 
handkerchief. “It’s too hot to work.” 

“We've got to get the job done,” Bob said. 

“Not me,” Chuck said, and sat down. 

Bob turned toward him. “Remember that 
turtle we saw, Chuck? When it came to a 
rough spot it didn’t give up.” 

“The turtle was a fool. It should have 
found an easier way instead of working so 
hard.” 

“If you always look for the easy way you'll 
get nowhere,” Bob said. 

“You trying to be a preacher or some- 
thing?” Chuck demanded angrily. 

“O.K., O.K., O.K.,” Bob said. “I won't say 
anything more about it.” 

The middle of the following week, when 
Mrs. Gregory entered the rear room she 
found Chuck sprawled out on a couple of 
crates while Bob was working on the other 
side of the room. She said nothing, even 
when Chuck leaped to his feet and tried to 




















FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Nancy Sylvester, age 14. R.D. 1, Edinburgh, Penn- 
sylvania, U.S.A. Swimming, singing, art, pets, trav- 
eling. 

Linda Hancock, age 11. Ola, Idaho, U.S.A. Riding 
horses, swimming. 

Stephanie Sohun, age 16. Batchiya Trace, Penal, 
Trinidad, British West Indies. Stamps, sewing, read- 
ing, cooking, knitting. 

Jeanette Tubbs, age 10. Ola, Idaho, U.S.A. Riding 
horses, swimming. 

April Wilcox, age 12. Ola, Idaho, U.S.A. Swim- 
ming, milking cows, riding horses. 

Carol Stephenson, age 15. 14 Lyndhurst Road, 
Kingston 5, Jamaica, British West Indies. Piano. 

Edward Mensah, age 16. c/o Andrews Opoku, 
L.A. Middle School, P.O. Box 14, EJISU, Ashanti, 
Ghana, West Africa. Stamps, post cards. 


Sarfo Samuel, age 15. State Middle School, Box 
14, EJISU, Ashanti, Ghana, West Africa. Reading, 
singing, sports, stamps, post cards. 

Ampomfi Serbeh Baah, age 16. Roko Printing 
Press, P.O. Box 0128, Takoradi, Ghana, West Africa, 
Post cards, stamps. 

Kwasi Kwakye, age 16. Roko Printing Press, P.O. 
Box 0128, Takoradi, Ghana, West Africa. Post cards, 
stamps. 

Derek Batten, age 13. P.O. Box 7, Kwambonambi, 
Natal, South Africa. 

lan Upfold, age 12. Eshowe Wagon Works, 
Eshowe, Natal, South Africa. 

Sandra Petch, age 12. P.O. Riverview, Natal, 
South Africa. Outdoor life and animals. 

Shirlee Braithwaite, age 13, P.O. Box 146, Eshowe, 
Natal, South Africa. Swimming, riding horses. 

Wendy Maple, age 12. 79a St. George’s Street, 
Durban, Natal, South Africa. Riding horses, swim- 
ming. 

Elaine Wright, age 12. Vuma Farm, Private Bag, 
Eshowe, Natal, South Africa. Stamps, swimming. 

Heather Eglington, age 12. Unit 21, National 
Road, Gingindhlovu, Natal, South Africa. Reading. 

Murray Wainman, age 12. P.O. Box 112, Eshowe, 
Natal, South Africa. Stamps. 

John Nienaber, age 12. 12 Westminster, Currie 
Road, Durban, Natal, South Africa. Reading, swim- 
ming. 








put on a show of business. But the following 
day when she found Chuck glancing 
through one of the books instead of putting 
them on the shelves as he was supposed to 
be doing, she frowned. “I want to talk to 
you as soon as I've finished this sale,” she 
told him. 

Bob kept his eyes on his own work. 

Several minutes later Mrs. Gregory re- 
turned. “When I hired you I asked you if 
you really wanted to work. You're almost a 
man, Chuck. I hired you as a young man— 
not a child. If I find out you’re not working 
properly in the future, I'll hire someone 
who will. Is that clear?” 

“Sure, Mrs. Gregory. I was just resting,” 
Chuck replied. 

Mrs. Gregory said no more. 

Friday, when Chuck thought Mrs. Gregory 
was safely away on her lunch hour, he 
sprawled in one of the desk chairs in the air- 
conditioned part of the store. “You know,” 
he said as he watched Bob restock a shelf, 
“I've just decided how I'm going to spend 
the money I save from working at this job. 
There’s a place wher s 

“IT wouldn’t count my chickens before they 
are hatched, if I were you,” came Mrs. 
Gregory’s voice from behind him. 





Both boys turned in surprise. Chuck scram- 
bled to his feet. “Oh, hi, Mrs. Gregory. 
Thought you’d gone to lunch.” 

“Evidently,” Mrs. Gregory said. She wasn’t 
smiling. 

“I just sat down for a minute,” Chuck said, 
suddenly realizing he was about to lose his 
job. “Honest, Mrs. Gregory.” 

“If you were honest you wouldn't stop 
working the moment you thought I was 
gone,” Mrs. Gregory said. 

“Now, look, Mrs. Gregory, I didn’t mean 
” Chuck stopped when. he met Mrs. 
Gregory’s narrowed eyes. His gaze dropped 
to the floor. 

“I don’t think you need come back to 
work next Monday, Chuck. I'll make out 
your pay check this afternoon and mail it 
to you. You may have the rest of the after- 
noon off.” 

“But Mrs. Gregory, I’ve got to——” 

“We needn’t talk about it any more,” Mrs. 
Gregory said. She turned and left the store. 

For a moment neither boy spoke. Chuck 
stood, arms held awkwardly at his sides, star- 
ing in complete astonishment after Mrs. 
Gregory. When he turned, Bob was con- 
tinuing to restock the shelf. Neither boy 
spoke. 
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Abruptly Chuck strode to the door, 
opened it, went out, slammed it behind him. 
Bob looked up just in time to see him strid- 
ing angrily down the street, through the 
heat of the early afternoon. 

Sunday when the boys met again at the 
plunge, they avoided each other. At last 
Chuck walked over to where Bob was rest- 
ing at the side of the pool. “Well, you win,” 
he said. : 

Bob looked up. “How’s that?” 

“You're right. About the turtle. I see now 
why fellows like you always seem to have a 
job.” Chuck shook his head. “Sometimes 
it takes one fellow longer to grow up than 
another.” 

Bob smiled. “I’ve got a feeling you'll get 
another job.” 

Chuck shook his head. “I doubt it.” 

Monday morning Chuck received his fi- 
nal check from the Norcliff Stationers. At- 
tached to the check was this note: “If you 





WHAT I FORGOT 
By RUTH WILSON KELSEY 


| took expression lessons 

To learn to speak just right. 
And | was on a big program 
That came on Tuesday night. 


I had a satin dress to wear 
And it was pretty too. 

Just lots of curl was in my hair, 
And my white shoes were new. 


But no one even spoke to me 
Or bragged on me one bit. 
‘Cause I forgot to learn my piece, 
All I could do was sit. 





want to give the job another try, and work 
this time, be on the job at one o'clock P.M. 
Mrs. L. L. GREGORY.” 

Chuck was at the store at ten to one. For- 
getting the heat, he set to work industri- 
ously. Bob smiled and when Chuck caught 
him smiling, Chuck frowned. “Did you have 
anything to do with that note?” he asked. 

“What note?” Bob asked innocently. 

Chuck never found out whether Bob had 
talked with Mrs. Gregory or not. But Chuck 
did find out that working is not just filling 
in time. It’s concentrating on the job at hand 
and doing it well. 
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Whether Chuck owed his future success 
to Mrs. Gregory, to Bob, or to the turtle, 
he couldn’t be sure. But looking back when 
schooltime came again, he was certain of 
one thing—he had done a lot more than 
hold a job that summer. He had learned how 
to work. 


Ayesha, Beloved of God 
From page 8 


tight bundle. Then she walked over to the 
shop where she had bought the two books. 

“Do you sell writing paper?” she asked 
the shopkeeper. 

“Yes, of course. What do you want writ- 
ing paper for?” 

“I want to write a letter, and it must be 
very good paper.” 

“Yes, I know,” the man said. “I have the 
very thing that the white people use. It is 
blue note paper.” 

“That is exactly what I want. I will buy 
two sheets of paper and one envelope.” 

Ayesha took the paper and envelope home. 
They were wrapped in a sheet of newspa- 
per. She took them to her room and spread 
them on her sleeping mat. She got out her 
pencil, and laying the first sheet on a wooden 
box, she began to write a letter to the white 
teacher. 

It was quite a long letter and it was writ- 
ten in the best Malay that Ayesha could 
manage. It took up both sheets of the paper. 
She told the teacher about where she had 
gone to school and what grades she had 
studied. She told him the names of her 
grandfather and her uncles. She told him 
about Layna and her family and how she 
had heard of the Christian school in Singa- 
pore where girls could study English. She 
told him how she wanted to learn more 
about Tuhan Isa who had died on the cross 
and was now alive again, and last of all she 
wrote: 

“On the coming market day, I will watch 
for your car. I will wait to see when you are 
ready to leave the market place and then I 
will come to your car and speak to you. 
Then you can tell me if you will allow me to 
come to your house.” 

Ayesha took the letter to the man who 
carried letters to the teacher's village, and she 
saw him put it in the teacher’s mail sack. 
She went home with a weakness in her 
knees. 








It was five days till the nearest market 
day. She cooked rice and washed her clothes 
and made everything about the house neat 
and clean. As she looked into her grand- 
father’s face, her heart almost failed. It 
could well be that she might never see the 
good old man again. Could it be right to 
leave him like this? Then the longing for 
the Living God came over her like a 
strong flowing tide, and she knew that she 
must go and find this God and learn to 
love Him and let Him take the bitterness 
from her heart and talk to her as He did to 
Sutan Mas. 

Ayesha did not go back to Layna’s house, 
and Layna did not come to hers. It was not 
the custom for Christian girls to visit in 
Moslem homes. 

Finally the market day came. Ayesha 
went with Uncle Ali to get the market sup- 
plies for the family. She looked closely all 
about the market place for the teacher's car 
and saw it parked under the shade of some 
branching trees. 

She helped Uncle Ali take the vegetables 
home. Then she dressed herself in a sarong 
and jacket and covered her head with the 
new silk scarf. She hurried back to the mar- 
ket place and stood among the trees where 
she could see the teacher’s family when 
they should return to the car ready to go 
home. 

When at last they came, the teacher put 
all the bundles and baskets in the car, and 
after the children and his wife were all in- 
side he got in behind the wheel. 

Ayesha’s heart was pounding like a wild 
thing and seemed likely to burst right out 
of her chest; but she walked to the side of 
the car where the woman sat and said in a 
low voice, “I am Ayesha. I wrote you a let- 
ter. Will you let me come home with you 
today?” 

The teacher leaned over and spoke in a 
kind voice. “We got your letter, Ayesha, 
and we are glad you want to learn more 
about God and we are glad you want to 
go to school; but we cannot take you to our 
house. The only way you can come to our 
house is to come by yourself and find your 
own way. If you decide to come, we will 
receive you.” 

After the car had gone, Ayesha stood for 
a long time under the trees, even until the 
sun began to go down and the shadows 
grew long. Deep disappointment filled her 
heart. She had expected that the teacher 
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would tell her to hurry home and bring her 
bundle and get in the car and go along with 
them. That would have been unnecessary, 
for she had hidden the bundle in the 
branches of a low bush close to the road. 
Now she went and got it and walked slowly 
home. She hid the bundle under the house 
and walked in where the three men sat on 
mats chewing their betel nut and chatting 
with one another over the shipment of rub- 
ber trees they had just gotten that day. 

They took no particular notice of Aye- 
sha, and she went to her room. Her mind 
was in a whirl. Perhaps she had been fool- 
ish. Better give up the whole plan. A thou- 
sand times she had heard the saying, “Once 
a Moslem, always a Moslem.” Maybe it was 
true. 

She took off her sarong and put on an 
old one she always slept in, and although it 
was still early, she crawled under the mos- 
quito curtain and lay down on her mat. 

Alone in the dark she thought over all 
that had happened the past months since 
she went to the Dutch school and met 
Layna and her family. She thought of the 


‘books she had bought from the man in the 


village shop and of what she had read in the 
Malay Bible Layna had loaned her. She 
thought of the God, Tuhan Isa, who had suf- 
fered and died and who lives again to com- 
fort others who suffer. She thought of the 
time when God had spoken to Sutan Mas on 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Theme for second quarter: "Famous Victories in the Bible" 


Xll—The Victory of One 
Over 185,000 


(JUNE 20) 


Memory VERSE: “Be strong and courageous, 
be not afraid nor dismayed . . . with us is the 
Lord our God to help us, and to fight our bat- 
tles” (2 Chronicles 32:7, 8). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the story of Hezekiah’s appeal to God 
for help and how God answered his prayer with 
a great victory over the Assyrians, in Isaiah 37: 
9-20 and 33-38. Read over the memory verse 
a few times. Continue learning it during the 
week as you go over your daily lesson assign- 


ments. 
SUNDAY 
Hezekiah Builds Up His Kingdom 


Open your Bible to 2 Chronicles 32. 

When Hezekiah came to the throne of Judah, 
the nation was faced with dangers without and 
within. The previous king, Ahaz, had been a 
poor leader. The Temple services were neg- 
lected, and the people were halfhearted in their 
obedience to God. From without came threat- 
enings of invasion from the powerful Assyrian 
kingdom to the northeast. Already the Assyrians 
had carried away many captives from the 
northern kingdom of Israel. Hezekiah deter- 


mined he would do all in his power to make . 


po ag ve prosperous and deserving of the blessings 
of . 

The first thing he did was to make confession 
of the shortcomings of his people and to re- 
establish the Temple services. The house of 
God was repaired, and the services of the sanc- 
tuary were re-established. 

As Hezekiah saw the greedy eyes of Assyria 
turn toward Judah, he did all in his power to 
defend her. First, he saw to it that there would 
be a water supply for Jerusalem and none for 
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the invading army. Read how he did this, in 
verses 3 and 4. 

Then he turned to military preparations. You 
can read about them in verses 5 and 6. 

Then when he had done all he could, he spoke 
to his people. Read (or repeat) his words in 
verses 7 and 8. 

For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
351. 

THINK how Hezekiah did all in his power 
and left the results with God. 

RESOLVE to follow his example in doing what 
you can and by relying on the power of God to 
do what you cannot. 


MONDAY 
Rabshakeh’s Boastful Threat 


Open your Bible to Isaiah 36. 


In the fourteenth year of Hezekiah’s reign 
the clouds of war that had so long hovered over 
the country darkened. King Sennacherib of 
Assyria brought his forces right up to the cities 
of Judah. His greedy eyes were upon Jerusalem 
with its fabulous treasures—a prize any ruler 
might covet. From his camp at Lachish, twenty- 
seven miles southwest of Jerusalem, he sent one 
of his officers to have a conference with the 
chief men of Judah, asking them to surrender 
the city. Hezekiah sent three men to meet 
Rabshakeh outside the city. Insolently the As- 
syrian challenged Hezekiah and the God in 
whose protection they trusted. Read what he 
said, in verses 6 to 8. 

Rabshakeh spoke in the Jews’ language and 
his voice carried far. The three men of Judah 
asked him to speak in the Syrian language so 
that the Jews on the wall could not hear his 
boastful, blasphemous words, but he only spoke 
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While the boastful soldiers slept, an angel came 
through their camp and destroyed 185,000 of them. 


more loudly, boasting of the strength of the 
king of Assyria and of the surety of his success 
in taking Jerusalem. He declared that Hezekiah 
was deceiving Jerusalem into thinking that their 
God would protect them. Read how he tried to 
undermine the Jews’ trust in Hezekiah, in verses 
14 to 16. 

He held out inducements to them to submit, 
and he promised them land and corn and 
plenty. The gods of other nations had deceived 
them, he declared. Why should they think that 
their God would protect them? 

But Judah’s chief men answered not a word. 
Rabshakeh returned to Lachish and the three 
men took the report of the conference to Heze- 
kiah. 

For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
352; p. 353, par. 1. 

THINK of what Solomon says about those who 

re proud: “Pride goeth before a fall.” 

Pray not to boast that you can do great 
things without the help of God. 


TUESDAY 
Hezekiah’s Prayer 

Open your Bible to Isaiah 37. 

Hezekiah was very distressed when he heard 
about the bold and blasphemous speech of 
Rabshakeh, but he did not give way to despair. 
Find the name of the prophet to whom he 
sent, in verse 2. 

Hezekiah asked Isaiah to pray for the rem- 


nant of God’s people that were left. In reply 
Isaiah sent a heartening message. Read it in 
verses 6 and 7. 

In the meantime Rabshakeh was on his way to 
join the king of Assyria to give him a report of 
his contact with the representatives of Judah. 
Sennacherib’s next move was to write a letter 
to Hezekiah, with the same message that he had 
sent by Rabshakeh,. You can read what he wrote 
in verses 10 to 13. 

Like Rabshakeh’s speech, this letter was full 
of boasting and of blasphemy against the God of 
heaven. Sennacherib had no doubt in his mind 
that he could overcome Judah as easily as he 
had overcome the other nations, and he defied 
God to stop him. 

For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
354, pars. 2-5; p. 355, par. 1 

THINK how, in the face of a gloomy outlook, 
Hezekiah did not despair, but sought the aid of 
the Lord through His prophet. 

RESOLVE that when you are in desperate con- 
— you will not despair, but seek God’s 

elp. 


WEDNESDAY 
What Hezekiah Did With the Letter 


Open your Bible to Isaiah 37. 


As he had done when he received the report 
of the conference, so Hezekiah did again when 
he received Sennacherib’s boastful letter—he 
sought the Lord. You can read in verse 14, last 
part, and verse 15 what he did with the letter. 

In a few earnest words he laid the whole 
situation before the Lord. Read his prayer in 
verses 16 to 20. 

He “prayed with strong faith for help from 
heaven, that the nations of earth might know 
that the God of the Hebrews still lived and 
reigned. The honor of Jehovah was at stake; He 
alone could bring deliverance.”—Prophets and 
Kings, p. 355. 

Many years before, when the beautiful Tem- 
ple was dedicated to the Lord, Solomon had 
prayed, “When thy people Israel be smitten 
down before the enemy, because they have 
sinned against thee, and shall turn again to 
thee, and confess thy name, and pray, and make 
supplication unto thee in this house: then hear 
thou in heaven, and forgive the sin of thy peo- 
ple Israel, and bring them again unto the land 
which thou gavest unto their fathers” (1 Kings 
8:33, 34). This was such a time. They had 
sought forgiveness for their sins, and were 
threatened with danger. Hezekiah claimed the 
promise God had made. He wanted Assyria to 
oe that the Lord was the only true 

od. 

For further reading: Prophets and Kin : 
359, pars. 1, 2 . , shia 

THINK! Do you take the things that disturb 
you to God just as Hezekiah did with Sen- 
nacherib’s letter? 

RESOLVE to keep your sorrows and perplexi- 
ties before our pitying Saviour. 


THURSDAY 
The Assyrian Army Overcome 


Open your Bible to Isaiah 37. 

It was not long before Hezekiah received a 
hopeful word from God through Isaiah. He told 
him that Assyria would be cut down. He had a 
special message about Jerusalem. You can read 
it in verses 33 to 35. 


Hezekiah took heart from the message. He 
did not see how the Lord would save them, for 
Assyria had a large army and they had taken all 
the cities on the way to Jerusalem. 
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But that very night deliverance came to the 


threatened city. The Lord sent just one angel, 
mighty in power, against the Assyrian host. 
Read about the battle of the one against 185,000 
in verse 36. 

If one angel could deal with 185,000, how 
much strength must the whole angelic throng, 
thousands of thousands, and then a thousand 
times ten thousand, possess? 

Sennacherib soon learned of the terrible de- 
feat of his army, and he “returned with shame 
of face to his own land” (2 Chronicles 32:21). 
Once again the word of the Lord came true, and 
he had to admit that the God of Hezekiah was 
different from the gods of the other lands he had 
conquered. 

Not long afterward Isaiah’s prophecy that God 
would cause the king of Assyria “to fall by the 
sword in his own land” (Isaiah 37:7) came to 
pass. You can read in verse 38 how it happened. 

Great was the rejoicing in Jerusalem. The 
Lord had not failed them. He was the same 
Lord who had fought the battles for Jericho 
and Ai and subdued the enemies of His chil- 
dren in every age. And He will do the same till 
the end of time for all His faithful, believing 
children. 

For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
361. 

THINK of the power of one angel, and how 
great must be the power of all the angels. 

Pray to place yourself under God’s care in 
every circumstance. 


FRIDAY 


Tell what you know about these people and 
places: 
Assyria 
Judah 
Hezekiah 
Rabshakeh 
Sennacherib 
Lachish 
Isaiah 
Review the memory verse. 
Friday night reading: A. S. Maxwell, 
Bible Story, vol. 5, pp. 154-159. 


The 





Ayesha, Beloved of God 
From page 19 


the Padang road and sent him home to 
meet the white teacher. As she thought, her 
desire grew. She must learn more about this 
God. She must go to the teacher's house. 
Then slowly she began to understand 
why the teacher had told her to come by 
herself. If the teacher took her from the 
market place, would not her uncles and 
grandfather say he had stolen her? 





At last she slept; but her sleep was 
troubled. She dreamed that she had come to 
the door of the teacher's house and there 
was no one there to welcome her. In great 
excitement she wakened. 

Ayesha hurried to cook rice and serve the 
morning meal. Again she cleaned the house 
and made everything neat. Then she took 
her bundle and went to find the man who 
carried the mail sack to the teacher’s village. 

She found that he had just come back 
from his trip and would not go again for 
three days. * 

Ayesha felt like crying. “What shall I do 
now?” she asked. 

“Till tell you what—there is a merchant 
who is going out that way to buy coffee. I 
think he would let you ride with him.” 

“Come, show me where to find him,” she 
said. “I must go today.” 

“Aren't you Hadji Mudin’s granddaugh- 
ter? Does the Hadji allow you to go to that 
Christian village?” 

“Hurry,” she said. “I am only going to 
visit the teacher there.” The man looked at 
her sharply, but he led her to the shop 
where the merchant was staying. 

The merchant was from a town down on 
the seacoast and unacquainted with the vil- 
lage people, so after Ayesha put a two-and- 
a-half guilder piece in his hand, he asked no 
questions. 

The merchant had rented a bendy (a 
small carriage drawn by a pony), and to- 
gether they set out on the fifteen-mile jour- 
ney to the teacher's village. It was already 
noon, and the sun shone down with a steady 
heat. Still Ayesha kept her scarf drawn over 
her face. All along the way they passed peo- 
ple she knew. She hoped because the scarf 
was new and the merchant a stranger, that 
no one would recognize her. 

(To be continued ) 
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QUIZZES for Sabbath Afternoon 





JONAH (Jonah 4:6, 7) 
DOVE (Genesis 8:11) 
HAGAR (Genesis 21:14, 19) 
JACOB (Genesis 28:10-12) 
BAKER (Genesis 40:16, 17) 
BALAAM (Numbers 22:21) 
SAMSON (Judges 16:3) 


BENJAMIN (Genesis 44:12) 


ah yf 


Draw a Line 
By MARGARET D. CLARKE 


Draw a line from the name to the drawing it is connected with. 








Samuel Guess Who 
By ENOLA CHAMBERLIN By MARY J. VINE 


Underline th — . Four handsome boys, now who can tell their names? 

19 ag “~ = we ar a bestes Sthendh They loved the Lord and counted it a shame, 
: Eechol).. ‘oo 1-20- _ P , ’ Even shengh their food was brought from the king’s 

; - 1 Sam. 1: 3 : able, 

: re Big a 20 was (Hannah, Peninnah, Azu- To eat what God had ‘said they were not able. e 
. He ara to - Lord before (Eli, Aaron, Fax - i gol bgt Ryn a” 

Adonijah). 1 Sam. 3:1. Who were these four? From Israel had they 

: : ? y come, 

: emg a to be a (king, priest, To serve a heathen king in Babylon. 
. His home was at ‘(Heshmon, Shebam, Ramah). ANSWERS 

1 Sam. 7:17. *yoes 
. The Lord revealed Himself to Samuel in (Eshean, 243 uw! dn2—umwefuag ‘ezeg yo 2ye3—uoswes ‘Aoyuop— 

Shiloh, Saphir). 1 Sam. 3:21. weejeg ‘syayseq ao14yj—s90yeq ‘WOM ‘panos—yeuof ‘}jam— 


Samuel rebuked (Saul, David, Absalom). 1 Sam. “©8H ‘#891 ealie-—-enop ‘sdoys—qoe] :..our] © med, 
a ’ ’ . . ‘oZau 


13:13, 14. : -paqy pue ‘yreysaw ‘yoespeys ‘jolueq :,,04M ssong,, 
. Samuel judged Israel for (five years, ten years, “<n oma eh GREC *2 ‘ue “© ‘hemen 
= a sy sty Pe “SB “mes “2 “YyouIYS “9 “Y u's 

all his life). 1 Sam. 7:15. ‘yoydoud “p ‘HR “€ ‘YeuUeY “Zz ‘yeUeyZ “| :,,Janwes,, 


24 {| JUNIOR GUIDE 








